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NEW SONG, 
TO AN OLD TUNE: 


As Jung by one of the Out- voters from Otaheitee. ) 


CIT down Neighbours all, and T'll tell you a ſtory, 


A) Tis of a canting Methodiſt whoſe Name is Dicky 

C cy, \ | 

J had it piping hot, from old Sir Cacoethes, 

Who's juſt gone to Parliament, to make ſome empty 
ſpeeches. 


Bow wow wow, Va, la, de iduy, iddy, Beu. wiw win. 


A Council was called by this great Calumniator, 
To hear what the people ſaid about his Vindicatsr ; 
So helter ſkelter, down they fat, all Birds of a Feather, 
A pretty pack of Rogues to lay their Loggerheads toge- 


ther. | 
Berti tb wiv, Tc. 


Then up roſe the Baronet, to pour forth his Palaver, 

But firſt embrac'd De-C cy's Chops and cover'd 
them with Slaver, 

In future, ” he exclaim'd, © for thy Talents ſo be— 
witching, 

'« Dear Paddy you ſhall ſurely have the Offals of my 
Kitchen, 


Bow wow wow, c. 


Then Paddy he related how his Project had ſucceeded, 
In wiping off the Calumnies, which palliation needed; 
« I wrote,” ſaid he, «© becauſe Mankind full ſorely 

where offended | 


To find that on baſe artifice our Projects all depended. * 


Bw wow woo Te 


e Since Truth no longer aids our cauſe let fiction be our 
friend ſir, 


« And when the Poll is ended, why our morals we may 
mend fir, | 


«We'll cant, and whine, and cheat, and lye, to obtain our 
end—a, 
And contradict our Falſhoods among the carrigenda. 
Sow be wiw Ec. 


A mighty pompous Biped then was heard declaiming, 

On ſundry arttul projects he had long been framing ; 
From Ae Hill's ee e he ſlily got his bread ſir, 
And then forſook his Children as ſoon as he was dead ſir. 


Boeto wiw wiw ec. 


He ſaid but little, as, forſooth, the Devils that ſur- 
rounded, 


In hearing ſo much villainy were perfectly confounded ; 


And what he utter'd is not fit for modeſt men to write on, 


So Beelzebub may bear away the ſpeech of Tommy 


Bro ww wow Tc | 


A“ poor and paltry Pedagogue next began to ſpeak Sir 
Who writes a pack of nonſenſe for eighteen-pence a 
week lir, 
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| 


But own'd his pen was ſubject to 


He ſaid he'd do his utmoſt to __ and flandler, 
e-C—cy his com- 


mander. 
Bow wnyv Sc. 


Then P. G. M. he ſtarted up with Odour [1:pps- 
potamus 

And taking off his cloak betrayed a figure moſt Cars- 
hangus:; 

Aae leſt my ſhop and all my Drugs, “ ſays he ” to 
go to rot fir, 

And if J can but ſcribble, let my Patients go to pot 
Ge” 


Bow waw Wwiru oc. 


Then he talked of doſing us with Chemical Arcana, 
And ſwore his ſquibs would operate like [ppreacuana : 
Till all his hearers grinn'd applauſe and yow'd ſuch 

naſty tricks fir, 
Were full as efficacious as Daffy's d—mn'd El:x:r. 
Bow wow wow Tc. 


A JACK F all trades next aroſe and ſadly did com- 
plain, fir, 

Ot Letters, without ſignatures, that gave him griev- 
ous pain fir ; 

A Man who, God knows how, -contrives to carry a 
ſtrange farce on, 

In characters ſo various, as Banker, Prig, and Parſon, 

Bow ww wow oc, 


A ſable Son of darkneſs, a Mercer too by trade Sir, 
Next open'd his potatoe Trap, and all his plots difplay'd fir, 
The Town, ſaid he, are all amazed to Re the Caule I'm 

farvings 
Since William Hill's Supporters ſavd me and mine 
from ſtarving. 
Bow wow www, cs 


The Baronet then promiſed in a Poſteript to“ Hard 
Meaſure, ” | 
He ſoon would publiſh all the hes 
Cauſe were Treaſure ; | 
So bade them all depart in peace and propagate De- 


tract ion, 


which to their 


Againſt the Houſe of Attingham, their Credit, and Ex- 


tract ion. 
Boro wiw wow Se. 


Solid Men of Salop, liſten to no lye Boys,! 
Solid Men of Salop, fill a Bumper high Boys,! 
Solid Men of Salop, Succeſs to Neel! Hill's * 
Here's withing we may live to ſee a Progeny of Vis 

Boys. ! 


Bet wow wow, Nc. 
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